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ANOTHER PETITION. 


“A charge of bribery and corruption is a serious matter to deal with, especially when associated with a petition to Parliament, asking that Papa’s 
seat for Shoe Lane should be declared void; but Poor Pa has sailed out of the storm with flying colours. Mr. McGooseley, it seems, accuses my bibulous 
Parent of bribing him, on the eve of his election, with two of Scotch warm, Acting on the advice of Mr. Speaker Peel, Papa immediately challenyed his 
traducer to a three-round contest with the mittens, and completely vanquished poor Mac, much to the delight of Mr. Peel, who kindly acted as judye.’—Toortsi. 


A.FLASH OF INSPIRATION. A STRANGE DREAM. 


——— 


In 1751, Adam Rogers, a respectable man, who kept an 
inn at Portlaw, a small village nine or ten miles from 
Waterford, in Ireland, dreamt one mght that he saw two 
men ata particular green spot, on an adjacent hill—one of 
them a sickly-looking man, the other a strony, burly fellow, 
He fancied he saw the little fellow murder the other, and 
he awoke ina great fright. 

The circumstances of the dream greatly agitated and im- 
pressed him, He told them to his wife and to several 
neighbours, and among others, to the Rev, Mr. Browne, the 
priest of the parish, to whom he also pointed out the spot 
on the hill where the encounter was supposed to take pace, 

Next day he had almost forgotten his dream, when he 
was suddenly startled at seeing two strangers enter the 
house, who, he hastily whispered his wife, precisely reseme 
bled the men in the vision. True, the dream did not seem 
likely to be exactly realised, for the little man appeared to 
be very quiet and gentle, and had a well-tilled purse in his 
possession, while the other man was a ferocious loosing 
brute. Therefore, when the men had taken some refresh- 
ment, Rogers, dreading that something fatal might happen, 
endeavoured to persuade Hickley, the littl man, to stop 
till next day, when he promised to drive him over to Care 
rick, his destination, 

(2) Adorn the entrance; but, for the life of me, I— By beaveus! the very This plan, however, was overruled by Caulfield, the 
thing itself! * Mangling done here,” strong man, who prevailed upou Hickley to continue with 
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him, as they had travelled long together, and only to part when 
Hickley found the friends he was in search of. When they had 
departed, Rogers's wife blamed her husband for not detaining the 
little man; but Rogers, who was a bit ashamed of his dream, said 
he could do no more than he had done. 

In about an hour a report reached Portlaw that some labourers 
had discovered Hickley's body, yet warm, lying close to the spot 
shown in the dream, The head was almost severed from the body, 
and the dead man's pockets ritled. 

Rogers and his wite went to the spot, and instantly recognised 
the deceased, They told their story, and an immediate search 
being made, Caulfield was shortly caught and sent for trial. 

It appeared that when he arrived at Carrick, he hired a horse 
and a boy to conduct him, not by the usual road, but by one that 
ran to Waterford, intending to take his passage by the first ship 
from thence to Newfoundland. The boy took notice of some 
blood on his shirt,and Caulfield gave him half a crown to promise 
not to speak of it. 

Rogers proved that not only was Hickley last seen in company 
with Caulfield, but that a pair of new shoes which Hickley wore 
had been found on the feet of Caulfield when he was apprehended, 
and that an old pair he had on when at Rogers's house were upon 
Hickley’s feet when the body was found, 

He described with great exactness every article of their clothing, 
on which Caulfield shrewdly asked him from the dock whether it 
was not very extraordinary that he who kept a public-house should 
take such particular notice of the dress of a stranger accidentally 
calling there. Rogers in his answer said he had a very particular 
reason, and, pressed to disclose it, he gave a circumstantial narra- 
tive of his dream, and called upon Father Browne, who was in the 
court, to corroborate his testimony. 

‘After sentence, Caulfield confessed the crime. Tle had, at Mine- 
head, met Hickley, who had just come home from the West 
Indies, where he had made a little money. Hickley had taken a 
fancy to him, as he was a countryman, anc had bought him sume 
clothes, They agreed to go to Ireland together, but it was 
remarked on their passage that Caulfield often spoke contemp- 
tuously of his companion, and said it was a pity such a puny 
fellow should have monev, and he himself be without a shilling, 
They landed at Waterford, at which place they stayed a few days, 
Caulfield being supported by the other, 

He confessed that he had several times intended to murder 
Hickley between Waterford and Portlaw, which, though in general 
not aroad much frequented, yet people at that time continually 
coming in sight prevented him. 

° e J e . * 
OME NOOS, 

sumthink singlerav apen to bilium, eas gorn out this morain 

to ern iss livin, mai he gro fatt. 
Speshie dishun, 

hilium iss onn atrik. : 

(Next week, “Sir Gosselin Denville.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
_— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to cuntain the 
contributions submitted, Do vot inclose loose stamps, 


That has ail been altered, BLACKIE; They are useless to you 
quite. Thanks for cutting, WiLYKtD ITANSELL | Very probably 
you're right, Anytime yeu care tv, SCOTTIE, ALLY'S often to be 
geen, That's a sport on which, KIsG¥ISHER, SLOPER van’ very 
keen, Whilst you are about it, DONALD, better send the other, 
too, Sorry that we haven't, JESSIE, or we'd send them on to you. 
Try again. then, UNSUCCESSFUL, Jt is difficuit, we know, Tootsie 
cannot tell you, NELLIE, Ho te make weur lover go. It is just the 
same aserer, What's the difference, HUBBY CHAP? Glad to av 
ao, ALEC WESTON, But iz sent yet on tap. Sorry, PHIG, your 
shetch is useless; So is yours, tev. T. HLS. SLOPER understands 
it, CHUMMIE : Doubtless you ceuld do with iess, What'sit matter. 
ALBERT BULLYER? Jt wes altearther wrong, Very sorry, CONNIE 
PATTICK. But we do not knew the song, Picase yourself entirely, 
Ricuarn. Vhanks for charmina letter, KATE. Your mistake, A 
T'uzzLED READER, You have got another date. 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months. 3s. 34.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERLES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 
PARIS: 
On sale at all: Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


SIX CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the nezrt-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty Pa oh ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part or 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current rsaue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HaLr-Houmpay " be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident. “ ALLY SLOPER'S t ALF-HOLIDAY" ts 


published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn-- 


tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
= 
First Philosopher, Yes, he's a good fellow—nobody's enemy but 
his own. It'a a thousand pities, but he can't say “ No.” 
Second Philosopher, Can't he?) Did you ever ask him to lend 
you half a dollar: *° 


“Poor girl! poor, sweet child! Sve the sad expression of 
mingled grief and shocked modesty that calla the flush of pain to 
her damask cheek!) Ah! why should fortune be so uckind to the 
helpless and the unprotected 2” “Fortune be blowed, grief be 
busted; she’s only just treated her little self ton pennorth of 
chestnuts all hot, and sat down on ‘em by accident.” 

s¢ 


IT's a coronet of sapphires toa pennyworth of pins, 
It’s a hundred thousand sterling to a farden, 
That a foreigner would fancy that not jewellery, but hats, 
Was the industry cin-chicf of Hatton Garden. 
« 


s 
“HERE you are again! When does a beggar resemble a 
politician ?"—“ When he's a Unionist."—“ Good, good, but not 
quite right.” “ Give it up, then?” “Right youare.” “ When he's 
trying to get into the house.” *° 


First Boy. 1 shall run away to sea and be a pirate. 
Second Boy. V shall do worse than that, I'll go to London and 
be a publisher. 
Third Boy, And 1—I will hecome a Queen's Tax collector. 
[But the boys could not stand that, and with a yell of 
execration the meeting broke up, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 462.—The “Victoria Park Sand Delving” Costume. 


A gentleman once lived at Bath, 

Who encountered a friend on his path, 
Who remarked, * Here, I say, 
You are falling away ; 

You are getting as thin as a lath!” 


“Now, boy, what wonld thirty-six 
pounds of beef at fourpence-halfpenny 
@ pound be worth?" * Nothing at all.” 


MARCH WINDS. 
Old Gent, Confound the thing! My wig’s gone! 
Hairdresser (at door) Never mind, guv'nor, try a bottle of my hair restorer. 


What with sea sickness and this sort 
of whatcher-call-em, the soldier s life 
! {se not a happy opa 


ZOOILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Cravbits, 


Bayt 


(Saturday, March 4, 1893. 


Overheard in Third-Class Railway Carriage. 

Erasperated Passenger, What on earth do you waut to tread on 
my feet for? 

Thirteenth Passenger (squeezing in). Why, I've got to get over 
somehow, and as there isn't room to jump, I'd got to climb over. 
Better build a bridge over ‘em next time you travel, then they'll be 
safe. *\° 


Storer has been at it again. When will that dreadful man ever 
roperly reform? There are no bally signs of it about now, any- 
iow. The other day, when he'd been having a field-day at the 
Blue Pig, and by accident had got a corkscrew in his pocket, which 
had worked its way through his inexpressibles, hanged if hedida’t 
mistake himself for a Chelsea png with a curly tail, and wanted 


McGuoseley to lend him seven and six to pay for his own dog-tay, 
Ed 


A LOVE-SICK yomug man of Bengal, 
Serenaded his girl from a wall, 

But some glass on the top 

To the song put a stop, 
And the music was changed to a squall, 


s 
Magistrate, Now, understand this. If you equivocate any more 
in your evidence, I shail commit you for contempt of court. Now, 
anewer the counsel's question, : 
Lawyer, On your oath, do you consider the prisoner a temperate 


man 
Witness. Well—er—I've frequently seen him sober. 
ss 


s 
Brown. 1s your dinner next week a dress affair? 
Towney, Oh, yes! 
Fi But you've invited Borem, and he hasn't any dress- 
clothes. 
Towney. TL know he hasn't ; that’s why I asked him. 
ae 


s 
“ Why, Sairey, what a dreadful rash your "Liza has come out in.’ 
“Lor bless your innocent heart, that ain't a rash—that ain't! 
She's only got herself engaged toa gent in the costermongering 
line, and he’s been a-squeedging of her too hard agin his new suit 
of pearlics.” *\° 


First Poet. The editor of the Coming Century is a very powerful 
writer, isn't he? 

Second Poet. Powerful! I should just about think he is, 1 wish 
you'd seen the ease with which he threw me out of the window 
when I went to offer Lim one of the most beautiful little odes | 
think I've ever written, ee 

* 


Lady of House. You want to leave, cook? Why, whatever for? 
{ understood you were so well pleased with the place. 

Cook, So lam, mum, [ain't got nothink to complain of in that 
respect, but it’s my young man, 1s isa peice horficer, ‘ns bin shifved 
from ‘is beat, and unless you can git the master to move, mum, l’m 
afraid I shall have to carry out my intentions, 

s¢ 


= 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.— Young Playwright. By all 
means take your maiden effort to some irascible manager, because, 
don't you see, if he resorts to violence at all, you can have him 
bound over to keep the peace. +.¢ 


First Sweet Little Darling. Why, Gracie, what made you so 
awfully affectionate with that horrid Kitty Cutterdash just now? 
You actually kissed her, and { thought you hated her like poison. 

Second Sweet Little Darling. So | do, dear; but I've got a nasty 
intluenza cold, and { thought I'd try and give it her if | could. Id 
give anything to see her with a red nose and her eyes full of water 

=z 2 


“My home is on the raging deep,” the budding tenor sang, 
In voice which may be best described as reedy ; 
And a person in the audience most audibly remarked 
That he hoped that his return there wou!d be speedy ! 
-* 
s 
Smithson, How is it I never see you at our church now, Mr. 
Harifist. 
Hardyist. Oh! 1 was obliged to make a change. I couldn't stand 
it any longer. 
Smithson. Why, what was wrong? Didn't you like the minister? 
Hardysist. Oh! I've no fault to find with him, It was when they 
took to bringing round 4 plate instead of a bag that 1 thought Id 
do better sumewhere else. we 
* 


Mistress (entering kitchen). Didn't you hear me ring for you 
just now, Bridget? 

New Irish Domestic, Yaix, mum, Oi did hearr yez a-tinklin’ on 
ws bell, to be shure, but it’s not misilf as Oi fancied you'd be afther 
wantin’, at all, at all, Shure, and if yez requoirs me again, just yez 
give a yell, and it’s not misilf as ull be offinded wid yez. 

zs 
s 

“LORD BACON said that he who shoots at the moon, though he 
never hit his mark, yet will he shoot higher than he who shoots at 
n bush.” Thus said Bladder pater. And the Twiglet lisped, “ Now 
1 understand what Mr, Snarler meant when he suid you were a 
champion at shooting the moon !"’ 

ss 


s 
Grubby Leader of Unemployed (pompously). Ready as T am, my 
friends, to respond to the call of duty ; ‘ow can 1 be every where at 
once? | ‘ave a lot on my ‘ands just now— 
Voice from the Crowd, Why don’t you wash ‘em, then? 
s 


* 
She. I understand you write jokes for the comic papers, Mr. 
Punnington. 
He, Er—yas, I—er—have that felicity; it's very trying work, 
don't you know? 
She (demurely), Yes, so 1 should fancy—for the readera, 
[And she left him to think it out. 
ss 


= 

“THE thoughtless, careless idiot who enters a railway carriage 
and proceeds to balance a heavy portmanteau above your head, 
performs a similar operation simultaneously.” “ How's that ee 
“Why, don't you see, stupid, he also puts your mind upon the 
rack,” ae 

s 

She. 1 wonder how it is that men are so much more generous to 
their wives for the first few mouths after marriage than they are 
later on? 

Ie, Oh! that's easily explained. You see, cf course it takes a 
few months for the wife to spend all the savings of the mats 
bachelor existence, and bring him down to penury, «nd then—— 

She, Oh, get away, you mean thing! 

.- 


* 
A DAINTY young damsel of Slough 
Resolved she would never allow 
Such a thing as a kiss ; 
But the dear little miss 
Knows a jolly sight better by now, 


* 
Stranger (entering). To you keep al! kinds of boots? 
Obliging Tradesman, Oh, yes, sir, What can | show you? 
Stranger. | want a pair of very heavy ones, please, 
Obliging Tradesman, Certainly, sir, For shooting, fishing, oF 
kicking somebody downstairs? » « 
s 


IT is not generally known, but ALLY has at length got a com- 
mercial scheme in hand with a good, substantial basis to it. by 
the meana of secret agents, he has purchased some 752,000 dress- 
improvers, now out of date, the curvilinear wire of which he 
intends to convert into crinolines of the most approved fashiou. 
Don't sav the vld man’s piayed-out this journey | 


Saturday. March 4, 1898.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE LYRIC. 


se 


antHurR LAW has concocted an extremely amusing book to 
Albeniz’s bright, light opera for the Lyric. 

It is all about love,as the story of an opera should be. The 
scene is laid in 
modern Greece, 
and the costumes 
of the choristers 
are very fetching. 
But to the tale, 

When the Inte 
chief of the bri- 


gands was exe- 
cuted according 


to the law of the 
good old town of 
Karakatol, an 
opal ring found 
upon him was ap- 
propriated by the 
mayor himself, 
and placed in his 
private mansion 
—a kind of 
“black ” one, pro- 
hably, like that in 
Scotland Yard. 
Telemachus 
Ulysses Caram- 
bollas, the mayor 
in. question, has 
nm son called Al- 
zaga, who is in 
love with aud 
about to marry a 
young lady of the 
name of Lolika, 
who is the daugh- 
ter of Arristippus, 
a wealthy mer- 
chant. The play opens at night, and the present chief of the ban- 
dits, Trabucos, and his trusty band, perambulate the town, on evil 
bert. 

Trabucos has two motives in being on the spot. He would 
win the love of Lolika, and he would steal the opal ring from the 
imavor’s museum, As it happens, Lolika’s young man, who gets up 
about daybreak, strolls that way, and is seized by the robbers and 
carried up the mountains to the lair of the larcenous ones, where 
he is to be kept captive, 

Rut Curro, the trusty lieutenant of the band, is of opinion that 
his worthy chief is fooling away his time in amorous adventures, 
nnd advises Trabucos, in the words of the poet, to “Chuck 
it!” Jtis then that the chief unfolds a secret : the Magic Opal 
is a love charm, wholly irresistible. If any person, by accident, 
chances to touch the 
person wearing the orna- 
ment, the toucher is 
bound, willy-nilly, to 
fal! right away in love 
with the wearer, 

He informs his lieu- 
tenant that he intends 
at once to disguise him- 
self, and, returning, 
make a last attempt to 
recover the ring, which, 
he has heard, the mayor 
intends to be his wed- 
ding-giftto Arristippua's 
danghter, 

Nevertheless, when 
the sun rises, and the 
townsfolk assemble in 
the market-place, Car- 
ambollas, the mayor, 
vives Lolika a casket 
containing the = opal, 
which she puts on her 
finger, 

Now arrive, disguised 
as travelling pedlars, 
Trabucos and his sister 
Martina, The bandit 
possesses another opal 
ring, the exact counter- 
part of the magic one 
in appearance, and his 
intention is to get 
possession of the original, and exchange the other one for 
it. The trick is done, and as the mayor is indignantly ordering the 
pedlars out of the town, he touches Martina, and instantly falls 
head over ears in love with her. At this moment on rushes a 
jeasint with the news that Lolika’s young man is being taken up 
the mountains by the brigands, and during the excitement Trabucos 
and Mariina eseape, followed by the love-sick mayor, 

The scene of the next act is a ruined monastery held by the 
brizanes, and in which the mayor's son is imprisoned. Here we find 
anelderly spinster, called Olympia, who has long cherished a secret 
love for the bandit chief, and she obtains the magic opal from 
Martina, Next moment his worship the mayor arriving on the scene 
touches her arm, and falis desperately in love with her, She thinks 

1 he will do, and gives up the robber, 
Presently, Lolika arriving in search of 
her young man, Olympia tells her of the 
power of the opal, and borrowing the 
sham one from her, passes it off on 
the brigand as the real one. Lolika, as 
arranged, pretends 
to fall under the 
magic — influence. 
Trabucos, in rap- 
ture, clasps her in 
his arms, whilst 
her young man 
coming on believes 
ner to be false, At 
this moment 
Olympia, pretend- 
ing tocongratulate 
the robber, takes 
tus hand, and he, 
poor man! is bes 
reath the spell. 
He therefore tells 
Lolika to go about 
her business, 
which she doves not 
object to—on her 
young man’s arm, 

What, however, 
is the mischief 
that awful ring 
causes when the 
Arristippus: — curtain falls T can 

F. Kaye. hardly venture to 
" P k ; think of, . 
eee CrB excellently interpreted by Aida Jenoure, Sta Candida, 
: au Vanshan, May Yohe, John Child, Wallace Brownlow, and 
Ay Pate, As to Harry Monkhouse, ss the mayor, he is 
Moensely droll in his quiet way, and causes screama of laughter. 


Trabucos: 
WALLACE LRUWNLOW, 


Martina: 
May Your, 


Sta CANDIDA, 


Vf trambollas: 
Markey MONKHOUSE 


aft 
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WHAT WE MAY EXPECT. 

[Tt fs said that several orders for bison and other wild animals have heen 
Placed with an American dealer for English parks and demesnes, Some bears 
from the Sierras are already on their way to Liverpool.—Daily /’ress.) 

SCENE—Sir Jamrach Wombwell’s Park, 
Enter two too-tvo Tourists, 

First Tourist, Hallo! here's a lark ! 

Sveond Tourist, Here's a stone to chuck at it. 

First Tourist, | mean, here's fun. The notice forbidding tres- 
pass has been taken down, so Wombwell can't grumble if we have 
wramble through the long grass of the park. Come along. (They 
ramble.) 

Neoond Tourist, What's that behind us—between us and the 
gate we entered by? 

First Tourist, Gvewillikins, it’s a bear! 
run. (They run.) 

Sceond Tourist, Hurry up; it's gaining. Oh, Lor’! here's a 
herd of buffaloes in front of us, We are, indeed, up a tree. 

og Tourist, Metaphorically, Let's be up one literally, Here's 
an oak, 

Second Tourist, Reware! there are eagles and vultures on its 
boughs, and a boa constrictor himself round its trunk. 

First Tourist, Speaking of trunks, here's a wild elephant coming 
for us, Let us make for the lake, ‘tis our only chance. (They 
make for the lake.) 

Seeond Tourist, Another twenty strokes and we are on the oppo- 
site bank and safe. Hallo! here's a crocodile coming for me. 
What shall [ do? 

First Tourist, Tell him to shut up and hold his jaw. 

Second Tourist (to alligator), Hold your jaw! Shut up! 

[Alligator hols his jaws wide open, swallows 
Second Tourist, and shuts up. 
First Tourist (sol.). Glad Vm out of that. But, oh, this is worse ! 
(Eater hippopotamus in search of light refreshment. 
He qrabs Tourist, 
CURTAIN, 
——Se 


HER OPINION. 


SHE was domesticated to the verge of dullness ; he was literary 
and brimful of “culchaw ;" and the hostess had told him off to 
take her into dinner, Gallantly did he try to open up some pro- 
ductive vein of conversation in vain; and it was with the appear- 
ance of the joint that he asked in despair, “Er—do you—er—! 
should say, what is your opinion of Browning?” Witha sigh of 
relief he saw he had touched upon a welcome topic. Turning her 
big, innocent grey eyes full upon him, she replied, “ Oh, | think it's 
A most excellent invention—so much easier and nicer than the old 
way of putting burnt sugar in to colour the gravy.” And there 
and then he gave up the conversational battle in disgust. 


We are lost. Let's 


—_.—_—_——_— 


THE MARCH ALPHABET. 


18 for April, that comes when I go. 
is the Blizzard I breezily blow, 
is the Cattle who find me so bleak. 
is the Ditches, where shelter they seek, 
is the Eurus, whose soul | made mad. 
is for Filldyke, my honoured old dad. 
is Good Friday, that ends my career. 
is the Hare that goes mad while I'm here. 
is my Ides, wherein Brutus was slayed. 
is the Jetsam I cause to be made. 
E is the kite | make merrily go. 
L is my Lady-day, laden with woe, 
M is the Masher [ hurl in the dyke, 
N is for Neptune, whose body I strike, 
O is for Ocean, my victim and slive. 
P is Palm Sunday, when palm branches wave, 
g is the Queue that [ oft set adrift. 
is the Roof that | laughingly lift. 


SHOE QW > 


S is Saint Patrick, whose feast [ provide. 

T is my Tenth, when Prince Ted took a bride, 
U ‘sthe Umbrella I shatter and split. 

V the Vagaries | blithely commit. 

W is Winter, whose form I lay low, 

X is the Xtasy Spring will bestow, 

Y is the Yells I make damosels yell, 

Z the Zymosis I yearly dispel. 


—_———_- 


BETTER THAN NONE AT ALL. 


IT was just about four o'clock by the little timepiece that ticked 
behind the glimmering nightlight, and he rose from his bed with 
an idea of trying to cool his parched throat. Having made a 
losing hazard off a chair into his ready-filled cold bath, and 
knocked the light over, he fetched up against the washing-stand 
and brought the whole structure, china and all, on to the floor with 
n crash that should have loosened one or two tiles in the roof. 
Recovering smartly, he “came with a wet sail” (literally, as well 
as metaphorically) for home, but, cannoning off the chest of 
drawers, got arib stove in somehow, A masterly lurch forward 
drove him towards the bedstead, and he succeeded in jamming the 
iron leg firmly between the second and third toes of his right foot. 
Ifere we pause: we haven't quite enough type on hand to record 
his language, or as much of it as would bear reproduction, But 
morning came at last, and at breakfast he smiled sweetly upon his 
landlady, and remarked : 

“TL hope, Mrs. Sloochgoster, I didn’t disturb you iast night by 
walking about the room, but [ read that an eclipse was due, and I 
got up to look at it, y;know!” 


od 


NOT A BIT OF DIFFERENCE. 


Snipper. When are you going tu take your—er—holidays this 
year, old man? 

Snapper. \n September, T think. It's nice, don'tcherknow, for 
shooting, and all that. 
Boe ie But s’posing we have one of those awful cold Septem- 

ra, eh 

Snapper. Oh! then I shall take it in August, don'tcherkuow, 


———_—_——_——. 


ON THE BRAIN. 


RATUER Jate in life he to8k to boating, with the not, altogether 
unexpected result of being upset or run into almost severy day. 
When this wild excitement began to pall, and the river’ got too 
cold, he transferred his athletic attentions to football.” By and 
by, he was invited to make one Of a team assembled at a country 
house for the purpoze of annihilating a local club. The day was 
sultry, but the hot punch was plentiful, and when the shadows of 
the tall and blackened elm-trunks began to lengthen on the brown- 
green sward, the novice was what is called “nobody's enemy but 
his own.” Friendly hands steered him to his bedroom, willing 
sympathisers overcame (to him) insurmountable difficulties with 
his braces and boot-laces, and it was thought that, with sleep, he 
would be all right. 

Some half-hour later, the inhabitants of the neighbouring apart- 
ments were starded by a loud shouting, and eke the splashing of 
water, Rushing into the poor young man’s chamber, they found 
him head downwards ina huge bath, which an unforeseeing.house- 
maid had left tilled for the morning, Seizing him by someof his 
garments, they endeavoured to extricate him from his unfortunate 
nosition, but he continued to strike out bravely with his feet, 
anding one of the rescue party in the mouth and a second in the 
stomach, the while he gurgled, “ Shavesy ourshelvesh, you fellowsh, 


” 


Ie’nshw'm! 
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ONLY. 


—-— 


ONLYalad and Inss that linger among the dogroses, that twinkle 
in the brambles and hawthorn of the grassy iane; only a word 
that leaps from 
his heart to his 
lips, a deeper 
rose flush in her 
face, a light in 
her eves like a 
sungleam 
through a 
shower, a) sigh 
that stirs = her 
bosom as the 
summer winds 
the sea, and the 
story of their 
love is told. 

Only a humble 
little home, but 
it is to them the 
centre of the 
world, the pivot 
whereon the 
round earth re- 
volves, Noteem- 
ing coffers rest 
within its walls, 
no prized art 
treasures = grace 
its walls; but 
love and trust, 
two virtues 
witnout which 
no home is com- 
plete, are there, 
and where these 
are, there also isa joy gold cannot purchase, treasure cannot bring. 

Only a tiny form upon its mother’s knee; only a dimpled face 
that beams with vague delight ; yet between girl-mother aad boy- 
father another link of happiness, another bond of tenderness and 
trust stronger and even more sacred than that other tie which 
made them one before the eyes of Godgind man, 

Only a darkened room, an empty cradle —a tiny voice now 
hushed, a little presence gone, leaving a blank as wide as all the 
world. Only the little toys that never more would wake to life 
the springs of baby Jaughter; the little shoes that never will 
encase again the tiny feet that now have climbed the Golden Stair. 

Yes, the little baby is dead. Ouly a chill, three days’ illness, and 
the end came, and two loving hearts, torn with anguish and 
gloominess, prevailed in that once happy domicile. 

» * * * * * 

Only, trom him, a hasty word ; from her a chilling answer, Then 
in the hearts 
and minds 
of both, a 
sullen, silent 
broodi ng, 
that atender 
word, a kiss, 
an smile 
would have 
dispersed, as 
does the 
summer sun 
the phan- 
tom river 
mist. Then 
frigid part- 
sigs in the 
morning, 
and returns 
as cold; 
then fre- 
“quent abe 
sence; weary 
waitings, 
loveless 
greetings. A 
silent drift- 
ing farther 
and farther 
asunder, 
Then doubts 
on her purt, 

callousness 
on his; re- 
criminationa, discord, and at Iast a letting loose the floodgates of an 
unjast wrath, the torrents of unreasoning anger, the bandying of 
words as bitter as unmeant. At last, for hima going forth in livid, 
blinding passion, with conscience gnawing at his heart, revenging 
its own outrage: for her, a bitter desolation, a rain of scalding 
tears; the devii's chief lieutenant, Pride, holding her throat. and 
choking back the tender word that, springing from her heart, 
would have recalled him, 
* * . . * * 

Oniy a little grassy mound, marking where a little form, weary so 
soon of life's sad pilgrimaze, laid down to rest. 

And yet, impelled by some strong, subtle. influence, drawn by a 
chain whose links are forged alternately of Jove and regret, he has 
crossed sea and land to resch this quiet place ; to pluck, perhaps, a 
a daisy, and to frame a silent prayer. 

As he steps from out the’stiadow of the,trees, that keep their 
sighing vigil : 

‘mid the 
tombs, — his 
heart is 
full. Soare 
his eyes: 
else he had 
earlier seen, 

Only a 
woman on 
her _ knees 
beside the 
little 
mound, 
Swift, from 
Tull heart to 
quivering 


A humble home. 


An empty cradle, 


ps. there 
Hi@s—a 
word, 

Only her 


name—it is 
enough! 
Once more 
clasped in 
each other's 
arms, thev 
stand united 
by the’ place 
where ‘rests 
the mortal 
enseket 
which once, 
for ow little 
while, contained— 

Only the litte soul that, soaring on iis silver wings, swoops 
down unseen, unheard, to kiss them where they stand, 


United. 


wate 


INTERVIEWED. 
“Do I remember what was my first effort in black and white? 
Oh, quite well.” 


06° Mass Sloner will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 276.- Miss Dona TREMATSR. 
-- The Dook Snook, 


“Fain would I prove my deep and fervent passion !” 
—Lord hob, 


“Oh, that I could but even gain a smile!" — The Hon, Billy. 


“No words can tell how Ta-Dora!” 


QJ) “Cum on, ma bonnie beasties,” sid Swine, “and AM toad 


grawing on Wigmalariee trees.” 


syn 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


fad SS 


"4 


“Your brother is not married yet, I suppose?" “Oh, no! 
Not even engaged since he jilted you.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIGNOR GIUSEPPE VERDI. 


“Signor Verdi presents his compliments to Signor SLOPER. and would rather not 
be interviewed if it is all the same to Signor SLOPER!" “ Why, hang it!” cried the 
Eminent, crushing up the reply, “I thought he would be proud of the honour! 
What's to be done now? Blowed if I know !—blowed if I know! Happy thought !” 
And he sat down and wrote, * Blodifino, the great and eminent singer, presents his 
compliments to Signor Verdi, and if Signor Verdi is in want of a new Falstaff for his 
new opera, Signor Blodifino will be happy to have the honour of waiting upon Signor 
Verdi.” Then disguising himself as the jolly fat knight, and Alexandry, whom he had 
brought with him to Roncole, as Robin, his page, he delivered himself of the follow- 
ing :——(1) “* Hold, sirrah, bear you this letter tightly! Trudge, plod away o’ the 
hoof, serk shelter, pack ! SLOPER will seek the lion of theage.” (rit Alerandry.)— 
(2) “ Now it sweet Anne Page was here,” said he, “she should go fetch me a quart of 


ha 


ye tae Lot taters and uisoueu bus ud psy 


A REGULAR SUCK IN. 
“What's the matter? Why, ma took me in to this sale, and there's no 
jumbles at all—nothing but old clothes and things.” 


(Saturday, March 4, 1893. 


| “I'm awfully in want of £500, 
The only way of obtaining it is 
to make Algy jilt me and sue 
him for breach.” —E-rtract from 
Letter of Young Lady. 


sack ; but as she is not, why, I must e’en fall back on ‘ Unsweetened," and he sat 


? 
mem. 


down to atwatferents, Anon Alexandry returned, the bait had taken, and soon the 
F.0.M. found himself in the presence of the aged maestro, VERDI. Signor Blodifino ? 
A. SLOVER. The same, signor, (//ums “The Man that Broke the Bank at Monte 
Curio” to show he's gut a vvtce..—(3) VERDI (faking number from Falstaff score). 
Be good enough, signor, to run over this “ Honour” soliloquy. (//ands A. SLOPER 
music.) A. 8S. (nonplussed). Run over, I think, you said ? igaken ras (appears to be 
reading music, keeping time with his hand). VERDI. Are you ready? A. 8. Oh, yes, 
quite! Tut, tut! I haven't my glasses with me! How unfortunate! VERDI (etth 
scorn), Perhaps that is why you are holding the sheet upside down, Ah! a light 
brenkson me! A. 8. (wtshing fo ingratiate himself). The light of genius. VERDI 
(sternly). No, the light of Truth! (Snatches off A. SLOPER'S beard, callsin two lazza- 
ront, directs them to bundle THE WRECK info an empty wine-basket and thence to the 
nearest horsepond.)——(4). They do so.—(5). Exit VERDI to do @ little gardening. 


-_——$—— 


(4) Wueu ue stranded oa a post; and, the waters subsidiny, cansed him to yeln: “ Yammuie, yammic, yam! This 
* _ is the result o° tellin’ ievs about turmiys wud hot taters,” - 


eae 


ope ae 


| Saturday, March 4, 1893.] 


IPwTS 


<I Krig 6-0 of! 
ze-Kridle eh Re 


: eo ea 
eSuber -marce 


once more Bancroft do we see: The good ole 


My 


P, gUV'nor. 
ri’, ole man; T don't mindsh shtandin’, 
Patls down immediarely 


Conductor, Fall wi 
Inebriated Party, 


Here I am again, ladies and gentlemen, with something appropriate for the month of March, 
inasmuch as the following is about as fresh and as breezy as they make 'em,jind UI guarantee the 
above pictures to break up a hurricane, or even burst up a blizzard in the twinkling of an eye.— 
OF seeing him yowll never tire, A worthy knight of any shire :—Diplomacy it proved to be; For 
sea in London we Can gambol by as we here see :— 
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lancer 69 
Renate 


q a 
4 
-Canuele 
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> Prisoner (who has been ably defended, gratuitously, by @ young 
lawyer in court), I sh'd hke ter arst yer ‘onner's kind leniency, 
on account o’ the extreme youth o' my legal had~iser. 


MN Eel . 
Ss (? ae < d 
I. v4 Load. 


Ye wy aa ap 
FP 7 Ves 
(4 shag 
wit 7 WE r Mie | 
% ON = a 


1 Ody 
iy I oger 
, 4A WI 
Wil. ® hn 
SLOPER save there fs sometlung anpout Mareh that makes him 


By all means let's have rational skirts, only let A. SLOPER be tne authority to decide who shall 
teel as innocent ws u vew-WoWws lamb, 


wear them and who not. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


MARCH comes but once a year, and for that small merey we all 
of us should be thankful, inasmuch that if it came more often the 
swear words at present 
contained in our voe 
cabulary would be far 
too few. There is 
nothing more irritating 
than a March wind. 
Instead of working it- 
self gradually up from 
a gentle breeze, as any 
respectable wind 
would do, it bursts 
suddenly forth with 
the violence of an 
earthquake, dealing 
destruction around it 
with as much sang 
Jroid as a man drinks 
up his morning glass of 
bitter. Hatters, of 
course, have nothing 
tocomplain of. March 
always proves their 
harvest month, It is 
the community at large 
with whom ALLY sym- 
pathises, and he is 
thinking seriously of 
bringing before the 
House’ of Cumimons a 
Bill for the Abolish- 
ment of March Winds 
altogether, Several leading statesmen have promised their support. 


Iv is difficult for anyone to say where the apotheosis of Albert 
Chevalier will end, With the exception of A. SLOPER, General 
Booth and the Grand Old Jam-pot, there's no man living who is 
so worshipped. Wotcher?  «¢ 

s 


TuE F.O.M, has this day bestowed his “ Award of Merit” upon 
SIGNOR MEZZETTI, because he invented the Ocarina. “ Fey- 
ther,” piped the Azure-Kyed Alexandry, “you ain't fur out this 
time. Mezzetti's ‘igh G's onthe hockeriney ‘ave frequently brought 
the teardrop to my heve, and therefore ‘e's richly deservin’ of the 
pa honour conferred upon ‘im, Many’s the time and hoft ‘ave 

sat listenin’ to the plaintive notes of that there hockeriney of the 
Signor's, and vowed to start life afresh—it's so bloomin’ hangelic— 
but, somehow or oth——" But, somehow or other, at that moment 
an umbrella was brought down rather hard somewhere, with 
fatherly advice not to talk like a cuckvo, Aud so another day was 
ended. ** 


s that what English music-hall audiences chiefly lack is 
Real enthusiasm is, in fact, only couspicuous by its 
In South Afri : 

tance, a very differ- 
ent state of things prevails, 
Audiences there appreciate 
their entertainers with a 
vengeance. For instance, 
an artiste the other day 
gave her rendering of “ Ta- 
ra-rn Boom-de-ay,” and 
was rewarded for her pains 
by the audience rising to 
their feet and kicking seats 
and other impediments out 
of their way, joining in the 
chorus and dance with a 
vigour hitherto unprece- 
dented. Music-hall patrons 
in Great Britain please 
copy. *\* 


THE Idler for January 
contains the following 
strange passage, under the 
heading of “Novel 
Notes”: “The difference 
hetween Punch and ‘ALLY 
SLOPER’ he held to be 
twopence.” We always 
thought there was) more 
difference than that. The 
“TALF 'UN” is certainly \ 
up to date, whereas Punch belongs to 9 prehistoric period. To 
speak of “ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HoLIDAY" and Punch in the 
same breath is on a par with alluding to Adam and Augustus 
Harris as being contemporaries. Here, Jerome K. Jerome, wake 
up there, please ! se 

a 


THE party who sent Mrs, Sloper a valentine, addressing her as 
“The Old Barn-door Fowl,” is strongly advised to keep clear of 
« The Sloperies ” until the affair has blown over. 

ss 


s 
IT may not be generally known that the Attorney-General, Sir 
Charles Russell, takes the “HALF 'UN” in regularly, He reads it 
in the House of Commons every Thursday night instead of listen- 
ing to the debates, We like Sir Charles for this homely act. 
toe 
NEw riddle by Mr. McGooseley, after an unusually heavy week: 
Q. Why is a mouse when it spins?) A. The higher the fewer— 
hic! The Mac—hic !—saya he's got many more quite as original. 


s 

It is but natural to conclude that in writing a play for an actor 
with the reputation of Mr. Charles Wyndham, intended for pro- 
duction upon so 
famous & stage as that 
of the Criterion, Mr. 
Henry Arthur Jones 
put, ag the saying goes, 
all he knewinto it ; and 
us the aforesaid Henry 
Arthur undoubtedly 
considers himself, and 
is, too, considered by 
many the  ieading 
English dramatist, the 
world in general was 
perhaps justified in ex- 
pecting something of 
an exceptionally 
brilliant order, Unfor- 
tunately, Zhe Jiauble 
Shop has proved to be 
not auite up to this 
exalted standard, and 
the world in general 
must get over its dis- 
appointment as best it 
can, At the same time 
there is much comfort 
in the reflection that 
Mr. Jones's play is far above the common order, of unquestionable 
literary merit,and in many ways most interesting. whilst it is acted 
to perfection by perhaps one of the strongest companies ever 
engaged for the interpretation of a viece. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


M. WENZEL was certainly in his brightest and Lar pee yas 
music 0 


when he composed the tuneful and generally delightfu 
Katrina, the : 
new ballet di- 
vertissement, 
produced with 
such over- 
whelming suc- 
cess last week 
at the Empire. 
Founded upon 
n pretty 
story, the new 
triumph is 
staged and 
mounted in 
that lavish yet 
tasteful man- 
ner which char- 
acterises all the 
Empire pro- 
ductions,whilst 
its novel na- 
ture affords the 
opportunity for 
the display of 
pe haps the 
oveliest 
dresses and 
costumes ever 
yet seen upon 
this celebrated 
Btage. Jt was 
all so new, so 
bright, sv novel, so surpassingly beautiful, that the huge audience 
who gathered there on Munday night caused the great building to 
ring again with their thunderous plaudits, M. Wenzel, Madame 
Katti Lanner and all the principals receiving a double call. With 
Katrina, Round the Town, and so capital a variety entertainment, 
the Empire is undoubtedly the place to go to not once, but often, 
es 

Mr. W. Barton’s Annual Fancy Dress Ball, held at the 
Esplanade Hotel, Southsea, on February 21, was a good old 
function. A. SLQPER was invited, but was unable to attend owing 
to his Parliamentary duties and to the fact that he could not run 
tonthird return, “Things is werry bad just now at Miljoo Court,” 
Aunt Geeser says, es 

* 

THE J/awk, in a recent issue, says: “I am told that Mr. William 
Wilde is now the accredited dramatic critic of ‘ALLY SLOPER.’” 
It is impossible for us to say whether the editor of the J/awk was 
“told” or not, but in either case the statement is wholly untrue, 

sf 
s 

No one is more delighted than the Antiquated Fabric tha: Dame 

Fashion has been compelled by public protest to abar.don her fell 


urpose to re- 
[Puce Aux DAMES | 


introduce the 
crinoline, The 
Friend of Man 
and Woman 
(young prefer- 
red) doesn't 
like to be kept 
ata distance by 
the sex, and 
the adoption of 
this hideous 
monstrosity 
would have 
had this most 
undesirable ef- 
fect. Now, too, 
that women 
have taken to 
riding in han- 
som cabs and 
on the tops of? 
omnibuses, it 
must have 
proved a most 
awkward arti- 
cle of attire, 
whilst the ef- 
fect of the pre- 
sence of half a dozen crinoline-wearing ladies ina small suburban 
drawing-room can be better imagined than described. In fact, to 
speak politely, the revival would have been a benst of a nuisance, 
eu the Mouldy One rejoices exceedingly to think it is not coming 
off. oe 
s 


CHARLIE COLLETTE, F.O.S., will give his show, Collette at 
Tlome, wt the Assembly Rooms, Hizh Street, Putney, on Wednes- 
day evening, March 8. If to laugh is to grow fat, the Oxford and 
Cambridge crews are hereby prohibited from attending, but they 
can book their seats all the same. | No harm can come of that, 


“How long—how long before T reach the goal of my ambition?” 
This is not, as may perhaps be imagined, a quotation from the im- 
mortal bard. It is merely the question A, SLOPER asks himeelf as 
he regards the very slow progress made towards the £200 he has 
resolved to bring the “Christmas Appeal” up to. Now, then, 

lease, do look a tritle more slippery with the ooftish, and the 

tminent will chuck in a full-sized blessing, free, gratis and for 
nothing. + 


SATIRATED with “Unsweetened” and Whisky, A, SLOPER, the 
other evening, weighed into the Tivoli Music- Hall, and was 
muchly ‘astonished at the bill of fare 
placed before him. Whether he could 
see double or not he cannot say ; but, 
nevertheless, it is a fact that the pro- 
femme contained the names of no 
ess than twenty-eight popular artistes. 
Of course whisky and “ Unsweetened ” 
may have been the means of deceiving 
A. SLOPER, but it is doubtful. The 
Ancient One, when on business bent, ! 
can always pull himself together, At 
any rate, he has no_ hesitation in 
recommending the Tivoli to his 
readers as a hall quite worthy of their 
patronage. ee 

* 


IT is extremely gratifying to the 
Eminent to see Mr. Asquith turning 
out such a clinking Home Secretary. 
A. SLOPER believed in him from the 
first time he met him, which, by the 
way, was at Bow Street Police Court. 
The occasion was the £1000 Prize freak, 
which Sir John Bridge ruled was 
a lottery, fining the F.O.M. two bob 
for the offence. The way Mr. Asquith, 
who appeared for ALLY, pounded 
away at a losing game, and got Sir 
John Bridge to refer to all the 
bally Acts of Parliament passed 
since Magna Charta, was worthy of 
the true-born English gent. and 
full-blown FOS. that he is, Yes, we thoroughly believe in 
eur Asquith, 


(Saturday, March 4, 1893. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 1ITH Manca, 1893, 
——— 

5th March, 1835.—Raikes, under thia date, saya, a bani:,- 
at Paris, returning home from a ball, missed three things: the evn. 
tents of his strong box, his cashier and his wife. Having as... 
tained they had gone to Havre to take ship to America, he follow-.: 
at once, and entered the room at the hotel where they were, 1), 
recreant cashier went down on his knees, begging for mero. 
“ Don't be alarmed,” said the banker, “all { want is my money. 
The whole of this was immediately given up and carefully count..! 
The banker then offered him notes for 10,000 francs, saying, * Ti). 
is for the service you have rendered me in ridding me of a viciou. 
wife.” He then made the cashier sign a paper saying he had r.. 
ceived the money for the express purpose of paying the expens . 
of himself and madam to the United States. 


—— 

6th March, 1798.—The first revorded fight of Jem Belcher 
was ou this date with Britton, a pugilist of some notoriety, and h. 
afterwards contended with Dutch Sam. The contest was sharp 
and severe, and Belcher, a boy of seventeen, disposed of his an. 
tagonist in thirty-three minutes, Britton being entirely beaten to 
standstill, to the utter surprise of the spectators. 


7th March, 1886.—This day, in Belfast, Mary MeMahon 
was summoned for keeping whisky and porter on unlicense| 
premises, The police went into the house and found some drink 
on a table, and on searching a woman in McMahon's employ, wih. 
was sitting at the fire, they found thirty-six bottles of porter ani 
two pints of whisky concealed in her clothes. The petticoats were 
produced in which the liquor was secreted. They were made «{ 
coarse sacking, and contained innumerable pockets all round them. 
with material between to prevent the bottles clanking. The petti- 
coats, porter and whisky were confiscated. 


Sth March, 1795.—The following is abbreviated from an 
advertisement in a Jamaica paper of this date: “HALF-a-Jor 
REWARD—Walked away about a month ago, a negro wench name 
‘Prudence.’ She is of the Eboe country; a yellow complexion, 
round, chubby face, goggle or full eyes, has lost several of her for- 
teeth, is short, lively and active, a great thief, speaks quick sini 
tolerable good English. She is marked on both shoulders and o: 
the left cheek, R. L. Had a collar about her neck, chain and lock— 
a punishment. N.B.—AIl masters of vessels are hereby caution+| 
against carrying her off, and all persons found harbouring her wii! 
be prosecuted with the utmost rigour of the law.” 


9th March, 1883.—An action for breach of promise of mar- 
riage was this day brought against Mr. Biggar, M.P. Verdict for 
the Plaintiff, £400. 


10th March, 1880.—At Birmingham, this day, a man wa: 
seutenced to two mouths’ imprisonment for throwing a cabbage at 
in actress at the Prince of Wales's Theatre, 


11th March, 1878.—Two men were this day suffocated in an 
empty vat at a Manchester Brewery. 


THE SONG OF MARCH. 

My name is Gustie March, Ksq. 
T very much resemble 

The Socialist, whose screechings dire 
Make timid mortals tremble. 

He swears that he'll erelong to us 
Millennial joys supply. 

Oh! he’s a windy, windy cuss, 
Anda windy cuss am [! 


Mv name is Gustie March, Esq. 
The patriot of St. Stephen's 
Is like me, when, with soul on fira, 
He bans some fancied grievance. 
Grandiloquent, he vows he'll soun 
Bring haleyon summers nigh. 
Oh ! he’s a windy, windy loon, 
And a windy loon am |! 


My name is Gustie March, Esq., 
A blusterer and a bounder, 
And much akin to that jamlyre, 
The bogus Company Founder. 
For, though his “ puffs” o’erwhelm you quite, 
You can’t his puffs descry : 
Oh! he’s a windy, windy wight, 
And a windy wight am I! 


LOVE’S BLINDNESS. 


WHEN a man really loves a girl he can see something romantic 
in her under any conditions, So Jonea, in his heart of hearts, 
thought that Sarah Jane Slapcabbage was loveliness itself, even 
when she was seated on her mother’s dustbin stirring up a pie-dish 
full of brimstone and treacle with a second-hand clothes-pey. 


HOME, SWEET HOME! 


Ir had been showery, off and on, all dav, and Mr, Ruskinhusk. 
thinking a quiet evening at home would be pretty nearly as com- 
fortable as one spent at the local tavern, the Columbine and Coftin- 
lid, sut by the fireside with his “special” Standard, and tried to 
follow the results of the first round for the Waterloo Cup. For 
precisely two minutes and a quarter there was a calm silence, ouly 
disturbed by the purring of the grateful cat returning thanks, s+ 
it were, for past kindnesses. Then young Ruskinhusk glanced up 
from the school prize he was reading, and asked : 

“ Pa, was it Tob that had warts on him?” 

The question ell gig od put a stop to Mr. Ruskinhusk’'s reading. 
You could see he'd “Jost the thread,” as it were, but presently 
turning his head, and not wishing to leave his heir under the 
impression that the Biblical example of patience was atticted with 
warts, he exclaimed : 

“Er—no.” 

“No what, pa?” asked the boy. 

“T say that Job did not have warts.” 

“Oh! What did he have then?” 

Mr. Ruskinhusk had restarted reading ; but, at this question, he 
looked up again from his paper, and suid, rather irritably : 

“ Oh—er—yes, of course; he had beils.” 

“What, boils all over him?” 

“ Yes,” 

“What for?” 

Once more he was disturbed. The boy repeated the question. 

© Eh l—what for ?—oh, to test his patience.” 

“Howl” 

“Great Coram Street! Why, to see—that is, to determine the 
extent of Job's fidelity.” 

“Job did not want the boils, did he?” 

“No, no; of course not.” 

“But he had tu have ‘em, didn't he?” 

“Yes, | suppose so.” 

“If you had to have boils to try your patience you'd have ‘em. 
wouldn't——” 

“I dont have to have 'em to try my patience, Now, for good 
ness—— 

“No, | know you don't want ‘em; but | mean, if you dad—-" 

“But [tell you I don't.” 

“No; but if you was compelled, like Job, to have ‘em, you! 
haf to have ‘em, not because you didn’t want ‘em to try-—" 

“Hang, ram and jam the boy!” yelled Mr. Ruskinhusk, as 
leaped from his chair, and, grabbing at his hat, rammed it on te i> 
head. “Sarah, pack that budding Gladstone off to a boardin:- 
schooi—preferably at Bueuos Aires—and, when he is gone, send 
for me at Earlswood t” 
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Saturday, March 4, 1898.) 
A NEW IRISH QUESTION. 


Tia statel that golf players after awhile get a peculiar twist of the body— 
kv cyclists get @ Lump back, ete.) 


OF course, you all 
have heard of the 
eycle back and 
chest, 

For such things do 
exist ; 

So just a moment 
ist. 

A thing's come into 


—_ * * 
5 fashion which 
PAT? — will be a perfect 
a pest— 
Aha We're alluding to 
=> Lymer . the silly golfing 
A Far * twist! 


There's the tennis 
elbow, also—like- 
wise the boxing 


ear, 
The last caused by 
a fist, 
Says the anatomist ; 
But, after, all there's 
nothing that 
looks so awf'lly 
queer 
As the funny, 
rummy, comic, 
golfing twist ! 


Now, the Kminent is fond of all athletic sport. 
Though he's a humorist, exercise he can’t resist, 

And when he’s exercising he has drops of something short ; 
But he doesn't like the silly golfing twist ! 


For only one sort there is of twist he can abide, 
And that he's never missed in the pocket of his “ vist,” 
And when there's plenty of it he feels most dignified. 
We're ailuding toa roll of Irish Twist! 


— 
AND YET HE LIVES. 


“AND must you really go, dear? Is this meeting so very import. 
nt?" pleaded pretty little Mrs, Lappitup, and her lord and master, 
riancing at the poor swollen face, experienced a momentary feeling 
of hesitation, But with the inutrepid bravery of one who shirks 
ot the stern call of duty, it was dismissed, and the great unselfish 
vature of the man stood revealed as he answered : 

* Poor littlhe woman! I'm afraid I really must. T hate to leave 


yon when you're so queer; but you see we've rather a lot of money 


unk in the company, and if anything were to go wrong—er—well, 


in afraid it would be a bad look-out for your dressmaker. Of 


he continued, “if you really feel too bad to spare me, I——” 
8 trusting little spouse interrupted him hastily. “Oh, no, 
she cried ; “ pray, pray don't stav away. After what you 
vy, [shall reaily insist 
pon you going.” 

And George went. 
Tard as it was to tear 
imself away, he did 
it; quitted his gentle 
ride, the warm, cosy 
reside, and went out 
nto the cold, bleak 
night, with little else 
oO protect him) from 
he icy blast save a 
puige multerand a fur- 
ined overcoat. 

It was late, very late 
re he returned, and at 
he ninety-seventh ate 
empt, discovered the 
proper receptacle for 
nis key, and, raising 
he latch, stumbled 
lavfully over the mat, 
nd proceeded to em- 
brace the hatestand with tender and clinging affection. It had 
vidently proved a most exhausting meeting, and the disordered 
tate of his attire suggested that he had differed on one or two 
hinor questions with the rest of the assembly. 

Wo'she— hic — wo’ she be sitting up f' him? ’Ope not, 'm sure. 
Bal tooth—toothachesh ; mush bettersh 'n bed. And, with tired 
nd weary footstep he made his way into the dining-room, 

* * 


Poon 
Bie aed Ul 


* ° ° » 

“So kind of you, dearest,” he eaid, the next evgning, when talk- 
<overevents, “ Fancy you troubling to see that 1 had a nice 
Ot supper, suffering as you were !” 

“I! Hot supper! Why, George, what de you mean?” was the 
tonished answer, 

“Mer Why, didn’t you order that nice savoury stew I found 
Bs mnOOnN on the hob? I ate every mouthful of it, 1 assure 


The fair young matron faced him squarely, as a light seemed to 
awh upon her puzzled brain, 

“That saucepan,” she said, sternly, “contained the poppy head 
ul camomile solution I had been bathing my face with! George, 
w very dr—how very huagry you must have beeu |” 


——— 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
NO, 88.—NELLIE WRAYMOND. 
A WOMANLY, graceful belie 
Js our worshipped sweetheart, Nell ; 
Yet [swear to you that the girl ean do 
Many masculine deeds full well. 
She can throw, and pull, and fight, 
And lift with main and might; [arive 
She can wrestle and dive, she can shoot aul 
And at running she’s pecrless quite. 


5 
& 


— 


hs Yes, a glamour she well can throw 
” Si Over spirits of hizh and low, ? 
And with ease gad/ in such « heap of “tin” 


al A From the boss of the “ Friv.”as no 
Other actress has eer been paid. 
She can sight, like a warrior blade, 
With the yhouls so fou! that still make us 
scowl, 


When our bosoms the “ blues” pervade. 

She can /i/t us our loads of care ; 

/ She can wrestle with stern despnir ; : 

Pi She can shoot such darts into young men's 
earts 


ey 


\ 


| 
' \ As their amorous souls enanare, 
\ She can sorrow to Hades drive ; 
ie ae She can into th’ affections dire 
14 Of each lover of fun; and the gauntlet ruv, 
ae When the critics to harm her strive ! 
sie) 
SLIGHTLY PREMATURE. 
: “THERE'S nothing like looking forward to 
sort of eventunlities,” ns the young lady eaid when she bought 


Hn riding-habit, on the off-chance of her having to take a muru- 
gallop down Rotten Row ou a tame porcupine. 


— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


4 CHADDLEWoOop AvENUE, East PLYMOUTH, 
February 19, 1893. 
DraR SiR,—Thanking you with all my heart for the great 
blessing the £150 will be to my children and myself.—I am, dear 
Bir, yours most faithfully, EMMA P. SCOBLE. 


25 WrRoTHAM Roan, CAMDEN Town, February 20, 1893. 

_ DEAR S1R,—I am much interested in your “ Chronicle of Curious 
Events," and I therefore take the liberty of pointing out an error 
in this week's issue. You have a short sketch of Haydn, the great 
composer, but you will find on reference that the information given 
relates to Handel, who was born on February 24, 1684. Jaydn 
was born on March 31, 1732. 1 thought, for the benefit of your 
readers, you might like to call attention to the error.—I am, dear 
sir, yours faithfully, J. BIDWELL, 


28 VILLIERS STREET, STRAND, W.C., February 21, 1893. 
DEAR SLOoPER,—I am grateful to you for having appointed me 
Skate Supplier to you and your esteemed Family, position of 
which I am extremely proud, and which I shall do my utmost 
always to deserve and retain until, in due course, I am ballooned 
to that highly-situated country where wings, as 2 means of swift 
locomotion, take the place of skates, and harps are considered less 
troublesome to the nerves than German bands and street organs. 
Again thanking you for your valuable appointment, | have the 
honour to remain, your humble servant, HARRY TURNER, 
——— 
SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 155.—HE Does ror THE REST WHAT PROVES TO BE 
FOR THE Worst, 
WHEN the Wreck hears of aught that’s with wickedness 
Then the teardrops distressfully start (fraught, 
From the Sloperese eyes, and he sobs and he sighs. 
So you well may believe that his heart 
Was prodigiously stirred to its depths when he heard 
In his club many whisperings rife, 
That McGooseley, Esquire, had conceived a desire 
To elope with another man's wife! 


Now, the Fossil has aye in a fatherly way 
Kept his eye on those giddy young folk 

Who at Mildew convene, and most careful has been 
To arrange that each maiden and bloke 

Tn his “ Family " still should do good, and not ill; 
So it cut the poor man like a knife 

To be told that McG, such a scoundrel would be 
As elope with another man's wife! 


Ilis black coat he did don, his white tie he put on, 
And a rigidly righteous look ; 

And, with fiddle-long face and a bishop-like grace, 
He himself to McGooseley betodk, 

“T have trained you, my son, in the way you should run; 
I have loved you more dear than my life; 

I've refined your young mind. Can it be you've designed 
To elope with another man's wife?" 


Then McGooseley said, cool, “Mr. SLOPER, if you'll 
Let me tell you the facts, I'll engage 

That you'll praise, and not blame, my beneficent aim,” 
But the Fossil grew frenzied with rage, 

“Oh, you monster of sin! 1 will thrash vou within 
Just the merest half-inch of your life, 

If you do not resign your intention malign 


To elope with another man’s wife!" 


Said MeGooseley, with shame, “I'll abandon my aim!” 
: But, that night, ALLY’S bosom with pain 

Vas exceedingly rife when they told him whose wife 
Mr. Mae. had resolved to obtain. 

“Oh! | feel,” sobbed the Wreck, “1 could sever my neck, 
Or my head on the engine track lay, 

Or my body could swing, for the asinine thing 
I have done this deplorable day ! 

Had [ known! had | known! had I let him alone, 
He'd have filled with true bliss all my life; 

But i went to prevent his benignant intent 
When he meant to elope with My wife!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £183 8s. 34¢. 
SINCK RECEIVED :—ALLY SLOPER, Esq, F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
C. WaYcoTtT, 2s, 6¢d.; W. J. S., 2s. 6d.; W. F. B., 6d.; BERT FARLOW, 25.3; 
“ANON.” (P.0.), 18.; JONN ANDREWS, 28, 6d.; H. G. (Torquay), 28. 6d. 
Making a total received up to February 21st, 1893, £185 1s, 84d. 


A PRIVILEGED FRATERNITY. 

[Serious crime will not decrease till the police are empowered to call upon 
known habitual criminals for information as to how they earn their liviug.— 
Mr. LITTLER, Q.C.) 

A BAND of jovial braves are we, 

Whose hours are shared by maudlin glee 

And tipsy sleep—whose hearts are free 
From care—whose limbs unjaded. 

Too wise to bear the doom assigned 

In Adam's day to humankind 

We still a fair subsistence find 
By honest toil unaided. 


The subtle net that oft we throw 
To snare the moneyed fool; the blow 
That unexpected lays him low ; 

The drug we give him cutely ; 
The gold and silver from him ta’en: 
Since by such archness of the brain 
Our sustenance we careless gain, 

Say, live we not astutely? 
What though as cowards we're decried, 
Our cowardhood’s our chiefest pride ; 
Our chiefest pleasure to deride 

The law, which so respected 
Our interests when its rules were made 
‘That, though policemen know our trade 
They dare not on us make a raid 

Until some crime’s detected, 
And many a crime well do, no doubt 
Ere that misfortune comes about, 

| 


HIS REASON. 


Rev, Mr. Canter, | have the extreme gratification of informing 
you, my dear brother, that I have received a call to preach the 
word at Slocum Poyis. 

Outsider, Vm very glad to hear it—awfully glad, | may say ! 

Rev. Mr. Canter oe curiosity). Aud may | inquire the cause 
of thy extreme joy, brother? 3 

Outsider. Why, to tell you the truth, I’ve got a spite against 
those people at Slocum Pogis, They put me into the horsepond 
once, and—— Blowed if he hasn't bolted ! 

————— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
EXTRACT from “Time Measure” in “Sloper’s Arithmetic tor 
Beginners: Seven days (hard labour) make one weak, 
A VEST(T)RYMAN: A clothier’s assistant. : 
THE Best Dog for Catching Rab!:its: A rabid dog, of coirse. 


71 
CLARA’S HEROES. 


(A RomMaNCE OF To-Day.) 
| 


CHAPTER I, 
THE ballet was on! 
To the unaccustomed eye the scene was a very brilliant one. 
But there were accustomed eyes present. and to these the scene 


The proscenium-box, 


was stale, In a prosceninm-box, six or seven fect above the stage, 
sat two men in evening dress, and both were weary of the scene 
almost ere it had begun, One of them even lazily yawned, but his 
back was to the audience, and his questionable action was lost on 
the crowd, and was only observed by the manager of the hall, who 
stood in the slips on the prompt side, and whose soul writhed 
within him. He felt he could have murdered that man who 
yawned, but he could not, and so relieved his emotions by cursing 
& stage-carpenter who was providentially at hand, 

Despite this languid indifference displayed by the two gentle- 
men, it was an effective scene, The management had been lavish 
in their efforts to make the ballet a success, and the delight of the 
audience was evidence that their efforts had been successful, 

“ Pretty monotonous this sort of thing, isu’t it, Lawlor? "said one 
of the occupants of the box, 

“Very,” was the laconic answer. 

“Same old cut and caper, set to partners, and fiddle-faddle, only 
ditference being 
change of colour in 
the dresses, I'm tired 
of it.” 

“Oh, wait a bit; 
perhaps there will be 
something new yet.” 
said Lawlor, “ You 
need not be in sucha 
confounded hurry, 
Steedman; you're as 
well hereas anywhere 
else,” 

“True, O King’ at 
least, now that [am 
here; but To would 
have been better 
somewhere else, had 
we gone there at 
first.” 

“Two or three new 
frees on the stage,” 
remarked Lawlor, 
“and one of them 
rather pretty,” he 
added, retlectively. 

*Passable, undoubt- 
edly passable, This 
new craze for admir- 
ing gutter children 
dancing to Italian or- 
ygans will promebyy be 
prolific of new faces 
on the stage for some time,” was the cynical answer. 

“By George, look!” said Lawlor suddenly, as he gripped his 
companion’s arm. 

“What is it?” 2 

“ A’spark has—— Oh! I can't stand it,” and, witha quick spring, 
Lawlor lighted on the stage, and tearing off his dress-coat, flung it 
une the filmy dress of one of the cory phées, and hurried her off 
the stage. 

A second later the manager of the hall was on the stage explain- 
ing thata spark of fire had fallen from a light in the flies on the 
lady's dress, but it had fortunately been observed by the gentleman 
who leaped to her rescue, and the fire had been extinguished 
without her being injured. The account created a storm of applause. 

A couple of minutes later the two gentlemen were putting on 
their cloaks in the crush-room, 

“You should go back. Lawlor, and be lionised,” said Steedman. 

“Thanks, no,” 

“ Bean immense ratty ne 
draw if the mana- ‘GN | tee : | 

ud) | 
if 


In danger. 


ger could bill it 
for repetition 
every night. By 
“ove! there was 
something new in 
the piece afterall.” 
“LT have been 
sent by the mana- 
ger to request the 
favour of your 
card, sir,” said an 
attendant. 7 
“They will pro- 
bably send you a 
Humane Society's 
card,” said Steed- 
man, as Lawlor 
handed over a 
card, “ Deserve it 
too; the girl would 
robably have ~- 
veen drowned if 
the fireman haa 
been let loose with 
the hydrant.” 
Lawlor laughed, 
and the pair step- 
ped intoa hansom 
and were whirled 
off to one of Lon- 
don's many clubs, ; 
As they entered the hall Lawlor looked at the cloak he was wearing. 
“Tsay, hang it all! he said, “1 have got on the wrong cloak.” 
“So have I,” said Steedman, “ By Jove! we have changed them 
at the music-hall.” 
(10 be continued newt week.) 


I 
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The wrong cloaks. 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. INCREDIBLE. 


yoing to bed, sir?” “No, Peter; I've gota ticket 
given me for the Convent Garden ball, and haven't got « 
costume handy. Just zoont and bring me a laurel wreat!,, 
and CU go in my nightshirt as a noble Roman.” 


No, 267.—Mr, C, Dawson, F.0.S, 

“Extraordinary as it may seem, there was, we understand, but 
little in the circumstances attending our hero's birth to call fur 
special attention, and the honest, slvepy-headed inhabitants of 
the peaceful little village where he first saw the light went about 
their labours as usnal in pitiful ignorance that so great a 
celebrity had condescended to honour their hamlet by being born 
init. Our hero, however, soon commenced to assert himself with 
the idea of showing that he was made of no ordinary stuff, and 
in a very short space of time had made the entire village sit up 
and congh violently. Contenting himself at first with taking on 
the ithful population at marbles, he soon developed such a 
proficiency in the numerous variations of the game that no one 
could stand against him. At buttons it was the same,and his 
Opponents were soon reduced to the necessity of securing their 
various articles of apparel with pins. Then he soared higher, 
and issued a challenge to play anyone in the village from the 
youngest to the oldest inhabitant at anything from chuck- 
fartning upwards, and for some weeks was particularly busy 
administering a severe dressing to those rash enough to try con- 
clusions with him. His position as champion was soon asserted, 
and about this time bis fame reached the ears of A. SLOPER, 
who at once induced him to come to London, There, under the 
careful tuition of the Eminent, Iky Mo, and a few other kindred 
spirits, he was soon initiated into the mysteries of billiards, and 
so rapidly did he obtain a mastery over the game, that in a few 
months his pesition as a leading exponent of it was firmly estab- 
lished. Chiefly because he's the coming champion, he was created 
F.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
November 12th, 1892."—Debrett Improved. 


Dramatie Critic. By the bve, Mrs. Mudlark, this is the manuscript of my celebrated play, The Man with 
the Hump, Of course, you have heard of it? 


Mrs, Mudlark. T cannot say that I have, 
Author's Wife. Iteally ! How strange! Why, it has been refused by at least twelve London managers ! 


A SMART INVENTION. 


Mr, Suniffer, Look ere, boss, I'm a pretty stealy 
customer at this show, any way. 

Mine Host. Stealy, d'ye call it? A little more o° yer 
money and less o' yer time ‘ud suit me darned sight Letter. 


THE WINDY MONTH. 
“Well, I'm blessed ! there goes my new hat and missus’s new baby!" 


(1) Miss Woodbe Smart. Ye:, my dear, altogether an invention of my own. rushed for assistance, and by threats and promises procured the help of one of our 
Fetching, isn't it? I call it tie * umbrella crinoline.” All you have to do in order ‘longshore heroes,—(4) No sooner, however, was the distressed damsel resened in a 
to give more volume to the skirt is to press the spring so, and——(2) At that wigless, toothless and generally collapsed state, with her glass eye turned the wrony 
moment an equinoctial puff ran against the majestic structure, and Miss Smart way, than the soft-hearted lady perceived that it would have been more charitable to 
departed sudden!y from her native land.m(3) Mrs, Goodigal, however, promptly have left her to her fate, as upbraiding was the only reward she received. 


HEAVY! GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. QuITS. 


Bilker. Vist! Wally. deah boy, could you spring ‘alf a thick 
‘un till treasury ? Wally, Doosid sorry, ole man, haven't a 
farthing on me. fem. But he'd heaps of ‘other oof all the same, 


<7 


“know I broke your dollic’s head, ana tien mamma smacked my 
guaranteed quite harmless. No. 51.—Muriel. head, and that brought matters to a cry-sis.” 


Jones always boasted that his clothes were made of the best To be met with at most of onr West End clubs, but 


and strongest material. N.b.—He wishes they were nut. 
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